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When The Walls Came Tumbling Down 


Author's Notes: 
hey guys, this is my first story on here. i'd really appreciate feedback if you'd be willing to give it. thanks! 


It sucks for everyone, but it especially sucks for people like me. And by "people like me," | don't mean people 
with depression, or people with anxiety, or people with inferiority complexes, or people with daddy issues, or 


people with minor drinking problems. By "people like me," | mean poor musicians who barely scrape by as it is. 


Sure, we have jobs. Some of us. Joe works at the steel factory. Sav works at a bakery. Pete moves boxes at 


the local pub. Rick doesn't work because he's fifteen and very small. | swear he could pass as twelve.. 
Me? | sit on the street with my guitar and hope to God someone can spare a few cents. Dad says l'm a 
worthless fool who's setting himself up for failure, but | beg to differ. I'm gonna make it one day, | really am. 


And when that day comes, maybe he'll finally shut up for good. 


Doubtful. Some things never change. 


eR 


Joe makes his entrance at what | guess to be around six-thirty in the evening, banging through the door and 
slinging his keys and wallet across the table. He looks less than pleased. 


"| got laid off." 
"Shit, Joe, I'm sorry.” 
"Don't be. l'm not." 


Bold words for an eighteen year old singer who just lost his job and has no other source of income. | wouldn't 


be so cocky. 


"You do realize that you have the best paying job of any of us, right? We depend on your checks to survive. 
Especially now, with the clubs closing, we need it” 


"Well, it's not my fault. If you really wanna know, there was an outbreak. At the factory." 
"Have you gotten tested?" 

"No." 

"Are you gonna?" 

"Can't afford to." 

eR 

"The fucking bakery's closing!" 


Sav flies through the door, stripping off his wet clothes. He flops into Joe's lap, bare legs stretched out across 
their shared mattress. 


"| got fired" Joe adds. 


| made seven quid" | pick at the calluses on my fingertips and pull out my earnings, dumping the change 
unceremoniously on the beat up coffee table. "It's not much but it's better than nothing." 


"Can we get takeout? I'm so hungry, Joe." Sav closes his eyes. "This isn't how | thought it was gonna be." 


The tone of his voice says it all. 


XE% 
We didn't, in fact, get takeout. We soldiered through another night, hungry and cold because we can't pay the 
heater bill. Joe made an executive decision that what little money we have has to go towards rent, lest we end 


up on the street. Hungry and cold is better than hungry, cold, wet, and homeless, | suppose. 


"Have we got any food at all?" Sav stands in front of the mostly empty refrigerator, wrapped in a blanket. His 


curls are frizzy from the humidity and he's got bags under his eyes. l'm sure we all do. 

"There might be some old pizza somewhere." 

| have a granola bar, if you want it" Joe produces the snack from one of his pockets and offers it to our 
bassist. Sav snatches it, rips off the wrapper, and tosses it on the floor. He scarfs down the bar like a 
starving man, which he is. 

‘lm going out." | announce, pulling on a threadbare sweatshirt and wrapping a bandana around my neck. 
XE% 


Another day, another dollar. 


Or another button, which is what's just been tossed into my open guitar case. Fat lot of good that's gonna do 


me. 
A middle aged woman tells me, "Put on a mask, you hoodlum." 

A middle aged man tells me, "You'll get nowhere like that." 

A teenage boy smiles and tells me, "I like Led Zeppelin too," before his horrified mother drags him away. 

| smile back at him, because he reminds me of me before | grew up too fast. Before | was a mess. Before my 
dad turned me into what | am now. Before he drilled it into my head that no one makes it out of Sheffield, not 


ever. 


| play the same old things: Led Zeppelin, Lynyrd Skynyrd, Aerosmith, Deep Purple, The Rolling Stones. People walk 
by. Sometimes they stop and listen. If l'm lucky, they drop a few coins into my open case. 


Mostly, they walk on by. Because this world is too far gone to care about frivolous things such as music and 


art. 


eR 


"lm so fucking sick of this shit!" 


"Joe..." 
If anything can calm Joe down, its Sav. Sav with his big blue eyes and perfect lips and slim hips. Sav. 
| hate it! | hate that it has to be like this! Its not fair! Why are we so goddamn broke?" 


Now seems like a bad time to mention that I'm hungry. And that there's an eviction notice on our door. And 


that we're utterly fucked. 


"Joe, please..lt will get better soon. Don't lose hope." | watch with detached interest as our bassist climbs into 


our singer's lap and lays his head on his shoulder. 

"Thanks." Joe says quietly. 

lm almost afraid to say it, but | have to. Ill be worse if he finds it later. 
"Joe.. There's an eviction notice on the door." 

"A wHAT?" 

Joe flies across the flat and throws open the door, letting in a blast of icy air. 


"This has to be a joke! | was only a day late, |, no, this can't, oh god, oh no, fuck, help, no no no..." He rips it 


down, scanning the page with desperate eyes. 
I've never seen Joe cry before. 


eR 


"Please, if anyone can spare just a little bit.l'm hungry and soon to be homeless" | tell the crowd of onlookers. 


"| can't play music for you anymore if I'm frozen in a ditch somewhere." 
The crowd disperses. My case is empty. My fingers are numb. I've been out here for almost six hours. 


The cold has already seeped through my ragged jeans and worn-out sweater, and | think my tears have frozen 


on my face. 
| thought it couldn't get any worse. 
| was wrong. 


"Well, well, well. How are you doing, rockstar?" 
M g 


"Fine." | mumble. | don't need his approval. 

"Doesn't look fine to me. Sure you don't wanna come back home and get yourself a real job?" 
"l'm sure." 

"C'mon, son. At least come have dinner with the family." 

| accept simply because l'm too hungry and cold not to. 

EK 


‘Oh, honey, you look terrible. Come o-wait, hold on, sweetie, have you been in contact with anyone who's got 


the virus?" 

"No" | say, which is technically true. | haven't been in contact with anyone | know has it. 

Mom fusses over me until Dad tells her off, and she takes refuge in the kitchen. | sit awkwardly on the sofa 
and ignore the elephant in the room, which is my living arrangements and my career choices. | moved out 
after Dad forced me to choose between home and the music. 

We sit down to eat. Both of my brothers are off at boarding school, but they'll be home in a few days. 
"That's so inconvenient. This virus is making me miserable. | won't be able to go golfing anymore!" 

The fact that my father is worried about golf when a global pandemic is underway says a lot about humanity, 
in my opinion. People are struggling and starving and losing their jobs and being evicted and dying, and my 
father is worried about a fucking golf match. 


"Honey, you really need a haircut" Mom says as | shovel in another huge bite of spaghetti. 


‘lm growing it out. H's coming along nicely, don't you think?" | run my fingers through the auburn blonde 
waves. It's grown to just past my collar, and l'm happy with it. Happy about myself, for once. 


"It reminds me of that guitarist you like. What's his name, Johnny Page?" Mom seems genuinely interested, 


which is new. 
"Jimmy. Jimmy Page." 
Dad scowls. 


"| won't have talk of that nonsense in my household" 


eR 


"What in the world is taking him so long?" Sav flips his curls away from his face and pads over to the window, 
squinting out over the street. 


"Dunno." | sip my hot water, because it's cold out-cold in, too—and we can't afford tea. | wonder what it's like 
to be rich? Or even just well off? Before long, | fear we'll be on the street. Joe managed to talk our landlord 
into letting us stay, but we can only keep up with the rent for so long. With Joe and Sav both jobless, it won't 


be long until our pockets are completely empty. 


A knock on the door startled me out of my pessimistic thoughts. Sav opens it to find Joe, hands in his pockets 
and a bandana pulled up over the bottom half of his face. 


"I've got it" 
"What?" 


"The virus. | got tested, and | have it. I'm moving out, but | don't want to come in. Can you guys put my stuff 
in a box and set it out here? | don't want you to get it too. You should get tested, in case | already shared it” 


"That's the biggest load of shit I've ever heard" Sav says. He grabs Joe by the collar, yanks him inside, and 
pulls down the bandana, all in one smooth motion. "Don't you dare leave us. If you give it to me, fine, but don't 
leave. Where would you go, anyways?" 

"Yeah." | echo. "You're stuck with us, mate." 

"| guess an alley or summat. |.why? Why let me stay when you know I'm carrying a potentially fatal sickness?" 
"We love you, mate." 

EK 

"Not such a rockstar now, are you?" 

"P-p-piss off" At this point, my fingers are too numb to play and I've resorted to begging. Sav is at home, 
tending to Joe, who's too weak to get out of bed. | think he'd be better if it wasn't so cold, if he had more to 
eat, if the threat of homelessness wasn't hanging over his head. Sav is pretty sure he has it too-he's been 
coughing and sniffling. As for me..! don't doubt that | have it. | have to. There's no way | couldn't, but | haven't 


shown any symptoms whatsoever. 


"Would you like a job?" 


"What do you want from me? | moved away, l'm out of your hair. Please just leave me alone!" 

Damn these tears. 

"Ill pay you fifty quid to wash the windows." 

Fifty quid? 

Fifty quid? To wash the windows at home." 

"That's what | said." 

| look up at the man who made me, and | feel as low and shamed as I've ever felt in my life. Here | am, sitting 
on the street, begging for spare change, tears frozen on my face, shaking so hard | can barely stand up, and 
my father looks down on me with such pity and contempt that | can barely stand it. 

But | take the offer, because l'm afraid of what might happen if | don't. 

RK 

"| think I'm gonna die." 

"You'll be fine." | tell Joe, except I'm not sure he will. 

"| want Sav." 


"| know. He should be home soon" 


Truth is, | have no idea where Sav is. | really need to go, but | can't leave Joe here alone. Sav needs to get 


home soon. 
"You got a smoke?" 


"Yeah." | hand Joe the pack and he lights up, pulling smoke into his probably already damaged lungs. He really 
shouldn't be smoking, but if it brings him peace, so be it. 


Sav bangs through the door and dumps a wad of cash on the table. 


"There." He says, "That ought to be enough to cover the rent and groceries for this week" His cheeks are 


ruddy, his eyes strangely wet and bright. "We should be able to pay the heater bill, too." 


"Sav..Where did you get that money?" 


‘I'm pretty. Pretty boys get what they want" 

Neither me nor Joe ask him to confirm or deny what we're both thinking. 

eR 

I'm soaking wet and freezing, hauling screens around and wiping down the windows with a rag. Every time | 
think I'm done, Dad comes out and finds something wrong. My fingers are blue, and l'm sure my lips are as 
well. 

"Missed a spot." Dad says, over my shoulder. | scrub at it furiously. 

"Alright, good job, | think you're through. | hate to tell you this, but | only have twenty quid to pay you." 
"What? You told me fifty!" 

"Sorry. Twenty, take it or leave it” 

"This is bullshit, you promised me fifty!” 

"Going once, going twice..." 

"Fine!" 

| take it because | have to. 

eR 


"| feel so much better!" Joe's up and moving around the flat, which is a good sign 


"| feel like shit." Sav counters. He's facedown in the bed, all wrapped up in blankets. All | can see of him is a 


mass of fluffy curls. "My throat hurts." 

"Oh god." Joe says. 

‘Its not because of the virus, don't worry. | just.yeah, nevermind. Forget | mentioned it." 
"Well." Joe says, "Shall we go grocery shopping?" 


‘I'm in" Sav says, suddenly popping up from under the covers. 


"Me too." 


We walk to the store, pulling up our bandanas like a group of outlaws before we go in. I'm not sure how much 
its protecting me, but maybe it's protecting other people. Most of the people in here have on real masks, but 
we A) couldn't afford them and B) prefer the bandanas anyway. 

"Okay, we need." Sav consults the list, "Cereal, wine, crackers, cheese, potato chips, beer, salami, milk, eggs, 
flour, olive oil, pasta, whiskey, potatoes, onions, marinara sauce, butter, bread, celery, carrots, and vodka. Is 
that all? Can anyone think of anything else?" 

"No, but I'll take care of the alcohol." Joe says. 

"lll get the refrigerator stuff” | volunteer. 

“Alright, and I'll get the rest. Meet back here in ten minutes?" 

"Perfect." 

EK 

"| don't know how much to put!" Joe screeches. "Saaaaav!" 

| know how Sav made all that money, the money that we used to buy the pasta that we're currently cooking, 
and I'm grateful for it. That he would do that, put himself through that for us, means more than he realizes. | 
could never. 


"Just eyeball it, its not that difficult." 


Joe dumps more olive oil than | would've into the pot. | dump in the noodles, and Sav adds celery and carrots, 


which he's just chopped up. Joe adds salt, Sav adds pepper, and | add onions. 

Sure, there might be a global pandemic, and we're still pretty poor. But standing in the kitchen of our shabby 
little flat, making soup with my best friends in the whole world, I'm struck by the notion that it's going to be 
alright. 


This too shall pass. 


